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the past season the amount was jeil,743; the 
highest year's subscription having once only, in 
1847, reached £17,871. It is unquestionable 
that in inany instances the right to choose a prize 
is bartered for a sum ot money much less in value. 
The winner wants his stake, like any other gam- 
bler; he does not want a picture. Is that sort 
of transaction to be encouraged by the Leg- 
islature? 



LITERARY NOTICES. 



BiooturaiCAL Sketches of Distinguished 
Living New Yoke SCkgeoks. John Brad- 
burn : New York". ' 

This interesting little volume is from the pen 
of Samuel W- Francis, A. M., M. D., the youngr 
est "son of the late eminent Dr. John W. Francis 
of this city. This unique volume is tastefully 
gotten upi and is embellislipd with a fine por- 
trait of the late Dr. Valentine Mott, engraved on 
steel. 

The work consists of a series of sixteen spirited 
sketches, setting forth the leading incidents in 
the lives of Drs. Mott, W. H. Van Bneren, H. C. 
Vost, Frank H. Hamilton, J. M. Carnochan, 
James R. Wood, Lewis A. Sayre, A. B. Mott, J. 
P.- Bacheldor, A. H. Stephens, "W. Parker, Q. 
•Buck, John S\yinbourne, J. S. Thebund, S. 
Smith, and Alex. E. Hosack.. 

The author having enjoyed an intimate per- 
sonal acquaintance with his subjects, has been 
enabled to impart many interesting details in 
the professional career of each, which makes his 
book a valuable contribution to the biographical 

literature of the profession. 
/►' ■ 

New Yoek Eclectic Medical Review.— 
We have received the .first number of this 
magazine, devoted to the principles of eclectic 
medical practice. Its editor, Robert S. Newton, 
M. D., is a gentleman celebrated, not only as a 
thoroughly educated and successful physician, 
but as a writeron medical science,&c. Dr. Newton, 
besides being Professor of [Surgery in the Eclec- 
tic Medical College of New York, is the President 
of the New York State Medical Society. He is in 
every respect, an able aud remarkable man. His 

'associate editor, Edwin Freeman, M. D., is a 
gentleman of fine abilities, and will be found a 
valuable coadjutor in carrying out the objects of 
the review. 

The first number contains many valuable ar- 
ticles, the most prominent among them being 
by the associate editor upon Cholera Asiatica, 
cholera atmosphere, pathology, symptoms, and 
treatment of the disease. This is a most able 
paper, and should be extensively read. There 

- are other original papers of great interest and 
value, and much matter of general information 
which those practicing eclectically should know. 
This first number is a great success, and will 
command the attention of all who are interested 
in the ^principles it advocates. The Jfem York 

■ Eclectic Medical Revien is published at No. 23 
East 18th Street, at the subscription price of 
two dollars per annum, in advance. 

Evert Satukday. — This excellent periodical, 
published by Ticknor & Fields of Boston, still 
continues its course of success. The selections 
are made ..with excellent judgment, and, each 
number beingcompleto in itself, renders it one 

■ of the pleasaiitest weeklies published. 



A Brief Biogeaphical Dictionary.— Com- 
piled and arranged by the Rev. Charles Hole, 
B. A., Trinity College, Cambridge, with addi- 
tions and corrections ijy William A. Wheeler, 
M. A. Nbw York, Hurd & Houghton. 
This is a very useful and comprehensive work, 
containing in a condensed form an immense 
amount of information constantly sought for, 
and in most cases very diflScult to obtain. Bio- 
graphically, it affords simply the following in- 
formation, namely, the dates of birth and of 
death, for what distinguished and principal 
works, and by whom the life was written. This 
class of information is constantly in demand, 
more especially by writers and journalists, and 
to these this work will prove a wonderful conve- 
nience. To the journal reader it will also be of 
interest, as it will afford a clue to the writers of 
the lives of many distinguished men, with whose 
career they would like to be familiar. The 
American edition is much more complete than 
the original English work, a large number of 
important names oiuitted, both European and 
American have been supplied ; errors in dates and 
in the orthography and accent of nameshavebeen 
corrected, and .the whole work rendered more 
generally accurate. It contains over twenty 
thousand names, and is as full, we suppose, as 
the plan of the work contemplated ; should an 
enlarged edition, however, be decided upon at a 
future date, there are many names which occur 
to us worthy of record that might be added. 
The orthography of two names wo find wrong, 
that of Bochsa, spelled in the work Bocska, and 
Charles E. Horn spelled Home. 

We consider this brief Biographical Diction- 
ary a work of general utility, and that its place 
should be on every library table. 
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A lady correspondent, Washington, D. C, re- 
quests some information in regard to the au- 
thorship of the novel entitled " Charles Auches- 
ter," and if there are any other works from the 
same pen. We call to mind two other novels 
by the author of " Charles Auchester," " Coun- 
terparts," and " Almost a Heroine," the produc- 
tion of which created quite a sensation. Some 
four years ago the Atlantic MontMy contained 
an article, written by Mrs. Spofford (then Miss 
Harriet Pirescott), author of " Sir Rohan's Ghost," 
on the question of tiie authorship of " Charles 
Auchester." The AUant^ article was a char- 
acteristically clever one, analyzing the style and 
describing iho perrsminel of the upto-thattime 
unknown novelist ; and who had just but re- 
cently died. The writer was a lady, a Miss Eli- 
zabeth Sheppard, orphan daughter of an English 
clergyman. " Charles Auchester "was written at 
the age of sixteen and published in 1853. The 
title-page bore the nom de plume of E. Berger, a 
French translation of her real name ; " A name," 
says Mrs. PrescOtt Spofford, "that is not the 
most attractive in the tongue, but all must 
love it who love her; for, if any theory of 
transmission be true, does she not prove some- 
thing of her own oneness with Nature, of her in- 
timacy with its depths, of her love of "fields, and 
flowers, and skies, to that ancestry who won the 
name, as, like the princely Hebrew boy, they 
tended the flocks upon the hills, under sunlight 
and starlight, and in every wind that blew?" 
The article in the Atlantic revealed not only the 



beautiful life, but the melancholy death of its 
subject, "who," says the writer, "on one of 
those delicious days that came in the middle of 
this year's April (1862)— warmth and fresh earth 
smells breathing all about— the wide spmys of 
the lofty boughs lying tinged in rosy purple, a 
web-like tracery upon the sky, whose azure was 
divine,— the air itself lucid and mellow, as if 
some star had dissolved itself within it — on such 
a day the little foreign letter came, telling that 
at length balm had dropped upon the weary 
eyelids— Elizabeth Slieppard was dead." 

Mr. W. P. Fitzgerald writing of the "gentle 
Elia " gives the followmg touching glimpse of the 
closing days of that quaint genius, and the 
abiding sorrow with which Coleridge's death 
struck him : 

" It is sad to think that Lamb's later days were 
not of the calm and pleasant sort described by 
his friends. A great tenderness and delicacy, a 
friendly sensitiveness, has kept back from the 
account of Lamb's history nnich winch con- 
cerned the horrid specter which attended him 
all throuo-h life. We are led to believe that m 
time that great and dreadful trouble had been 
softened for him, and had, as it were, faded out, 
and that the evening of his days had been calm 
and tranquil. This, at least, would be the im- 
pression, reading his closing at Edmonton. IJut 
it said, and it is vouched for by good avithority, 
that not long before he died, he and his sister 
had been placed at Enfield, in a house called Bay 
Cottage, with a woman named Kedlord, who 
was accustomed to take care of deranged persons. 
It is said that both required restraint, and that 
the woman of the place treated them with cruel- 
ty, often locking up brother and sister together 
in a closet during some of their fits. There are 
those who recollect having seen Mary Lamb at 
a window, tearing up a feather bed, and scatter- 
ing the feathers in the air. Fortunately friends 
foSnd out this pitiable state of things, and 
Charies was removed in time to Edmonton, 
where he could die in peace. During that m- 
terval, his mind seemed to be filled with but 
one subject. It always reverted to Coleridge, 
and in the strangest way— even humorously. 
He would interrupt the conversation with an 
abrupt exclamation, 'So Coleridge is gone! On 
November 31st. five weeks only before he died, 
he asked to write something in a ii.end s album, 
' When I read the death of Coleridge, he wrote, 
' it was without grief It seemed to mo that he 
had louff been on the confines ot the next world 
—that he had a hunger for eternity. But since 
I feel how great a part he was to me, his great 
and dear spirit haunts me. I cannot make a 
criticism on men or books without an ineffectual 
turning and reference to him. . He was the proof 
and touchstone of all my cogitations. 
He was my fifteen years' old friend, without a 
dissension. Never saw I his likeness, nor prob- 
ably the worid can see again. I seemed to love 
the house he died at more passionately than 
when he died. * * What was his mansion is 
consecrated to me a chapel.' 'A more pathetic 
chime to a departed friend was never sounded. 
He seemed never to recover the blow. 

The London Morning Star remarks that M. 
Jules Favre, the greatest orator of the Liberal 
party in the French Pariiament, has just in- 
vited, with all the emphasis of his eloquence and 
earnestness, the attention of his countrymen to 
one of the worst and most growing evils under 
which France suffers to-day. M. Favre de- 
nounces with eloquent and sincere indignation 
the abominable condition of the literature, and 
drama, and stage of France. He points to the 
appalling contrast presented, by tlie unbridled 
licentiousness of the novelist and the dramatist, 



00 



AMERICAN ART JOURNAL. 



and the rigorously circumscribed privileges of 
tUe journalist and the public speaker. A man 
may outrage every principle of virtue, every in- 
stinct of modesty, every decent manly and wo 
manly feeling, if he is a novelist, a dramatic au- 
thor, or a stage manager. He may publish 
novels of which Mrs. Aphra Behn or Crcbillion 
the younger would be ashamed ; he may write 
and act plays which surpass Wycherley in im- 
morality, and are only Inferior to him in talent ; 
he may crowd a stage witli troops of women, 
who, like Eve, are not ashamed — but, unlike 
Evo, are shameless. All this lie may do in Paris 
to-day, and if he does it successfully he will be 
tlie hero of the hour ; he will be the delight of 
the fashionable world, and will be sure of a wel- 
come even in the inner circles of Imperialism. 
The contagion has spread to England, and the 
press protests against the importation of the 
new Frencli fashion into their fiction as into 
their millinery. " No one who reads the Eng- 
lish novels or reviews on English novels can fail 
to perceive the sudden and hateful change which 
of late has come over the character of our liter- 
ature. It does not, of course, affect our best 
writers. Those who only read Dickens and 
George Elliot, and Miss Mulock may be happily 
ignorant of the depraving influences which are 
at work. But the second and the third class 
novels I Goethe satirised what he aptly de- 
scribed as the Literature of Despair. We have 
now in England _a Literature of Adultery. No 
other words will fittingly describe it ; " and the 
Star has not indeed much inclination to seek for 
vague and graceful phrases in which to hint 
gently at its real character. 

Our readers will remember the Sermons of a 
" Hard Shell Baptist," which went the rounds of 
the press, creating much amusement some years 
ago. It appears that their author was Mr. Wil- 
liam P. Brannan, at the time a portrait-painter 
in Louis'iana or Mississippi, and at present asso- 
ciate editor of the Cincinnati National Union. 

Mr. Samuel Bowles, of the Springfield (Mass.) 
Republican, author of " Across the Continent," 
was recently chosen by the Massachusetts Legis- 
lature a Trustee of Amherst College. 
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1 We have been shown, within a few days, a 
miniiiture of Washington, of the highest authen- 
licifyand value, which has escaped the notice of 
collectors, and, so far as we can learn, appears 
never to have been described. Indeed, if it had 
not been for the war, it might have continued 
unknown for anotlier generation. It is painted 
on an oval piece, of ivory, three inches and three 
quarters long by two and a quarter inclieswide, 
which has been broken in two. Tlie separation 
is longitudinal, and, fortunately, just shears, by 
a hair's breadth, the right side" of the head. • In 
skillful lumds the ivory can bo mended, and, 
once mounted on leather, the injury need never 
be perceived. But the wisest plan, in such 
cases, is to attempt no repairs. Least of all, 
should the owner, or purchaser, allow it to be 
touched with the pencil.' It it were ours wo 
should leave it precisely as it is. The miniature 
is signed in full with the artist's name, the date 
and place when and where it was painted. "P. 
A. Peticolas, p'xit 1796, Philadelphia." The 
signature is at the lower left hand corner of flib 
background, just above the shoulder. Dnnlop, 
iu his " History of the Arts of Design in Ameri- 
ca," vol. II., p. 831, has a short notice of an 
Edward F. Peticolas— spelling the name, with 



two " ts "—but he says nothing of his father, 
who was the painter of the present miniature. 
Mr. Sully of Philadelphia, the well-known and 
much respected artists, remembers P. A. Peti- 
colas, and told Dunlop that he gave the son les- 
sons in oil painting, for which the father paid 
him by giving lessons in music to Mrs. Sully. 
It seems a little remarkable that Dunlop should 
not allude to the father as a miniature painter ; 
for, if we may judge by this specimen of his 
skill, he was clever enough to deserve mention. 
But Dunlop was not very accurate. This minia- 
ture is in the possession of the grandson of the 
painter, to whom it descended from his father, 
and who now offers it for sale with formal guar- 
antees of its authenticity. It has always been 
looked upon as very valuable, and is only sold 
because, in the siege of Petersburg, the owner lost 
his house and all his movable property. There 
can be no reasonable doubt of its authenticity, 
and, indeed, it appears, to us, to carry its own as- 
surance with it. It is a very interesting portrait. 
One can hardly believe that this month, so firm 
yet so mobile, so sensitive and sweet, is the cold, 
unsympathetic slit that Stuart saw and painted. 
We feel that this Washington could have loved 
and hated. It is impossible to look into the face 
of Washington without reverence, but, as we 
hold this miniature in our hands, the heart, for 
once, is stirred. 

Mr. Avijry has at his rooms a small picture 
by Mr. McEwen which deserves praise. The 
subject is homespun enough, being simply a 
young boy who has been set to rock the cradle 
in which his baby brother Is asleep. In order 
not to lose time, he has fastened a string to the 
cradle, and tilting his chair against the wall, 
pulls the string back and forth, and buries him- 
self in his story-book. This is a genuine Yankee 
expedient of book-loving, task-shirking boys, 
and we doubt not that many a person who sees 
this little picture will smile in sympathy, re- 
membering how he used to do just so. The 
whole picture is a bit of pure, unaffected nature, 
iu treatment, and is well ' painted. At a first 
glance it seems a very natural thing to choose 
such a subject, and a very easy thing to paint it; 
but, excepting Eastman Johnson, we do not 
know another artist who dares take a genuine 
American country kitchen or sitting-room and 
paint it exactly as it is, without adding some- 
thing that he thinks a little more refined, or 
leaving out something that he thinks ugly. 
Eastman Johnson has done it — he ijainted a 
sheet-iron stove once, and made it almost beau- 
tiful, it was so true. So, here, in a picture in the 
large rooni he has painted a genuine American 
rocking-chair, all wood, no hair-cloth or stuffing 
— and room to match. But he never did any- 
thing more genuine than this little interior of 
Mr. McBwen. " 1 but," says one, " this is not 
lii^h art! " Well, God be thanked, it isn't ; but 
it is a, better preparation for a real art than 
most of the work our young men are busy with. 
High art worthy the name will never come by 
straining for it. It will come when humility 
and study and a genuine love of "truth have 
paved the way for it, and not before. 



THE HOME OF VICTOR HUGO. 

To the northwest of France, hidden in the mystic 
vapors of the ocean, lies a fortunate archip«iago. 
The gulf stream there brings out a flora worthy of 
the fairest isles of the Adriatic and Mediterranean. 
Geologists tell us what revolution detached this 
Norman soil from the Norman coast, and relate 
how the sen, invading tlie immense bay which sep- 
arates Cherbourg from Brest, only suSered those 
rooUsto remain which were high and firm enough 
to defend themselves, as on Mount Saint Michael, 
against its wrath. Without need of science, the 
traveler easily finds the law for these convulsions 
of nature, and their traces. Jersey aud Guernsey 
are only to be reached by a line of small islands 



and rocks, almost on a level with the water, and 
scattered about, sometimes near each other, some- 
times parted, like kiuks of a riven chain. As the 
traveler draws near, valleys of gorgeous green 
appear — cottages, flowers and meadows. This is 
Jersey. 

Jprsey and Guernsey are, to the curious eye, two 
gardens which the rocks hold suspended above the 
sea; to the thinker they are two worlds, two mi- 
crocosms. Has not each of them, like the proud- 
est continent, its shores that look upon the whole 
circle of the horizon ? Coasts, ports, plains, moun- 
tains and valleys are all assembled in a space that 
can be visited in one day, from one end to the 
other. The climate is delightful, the vegetation 
fairy-like, the sky is a harmonious marriage of light 
with the sea, whose pearly hues seem to tell us the 
secret splendors of ocean treasure. Life there is a 
blissful dream. 

If you advance a few steps in this fair realm of 
Guernsey, you will see manors that are created by 
Protestant emigration, its pious ever-living souve- 
nirs. In returning toward the city, you will see a 
superb walk through trees now secular, a legacy 
made to the city of Saint Pierre by a Frenchman, 
in 1783. If you descend toward the sea, a large 
house will attract your eye, and you will see in- 
scribed upon it the now famous name " Hauteville 
House." And there, grouped round the same 
thought, are Liberty, Exile and Poetry. Exile I 
exile I the only grief that time can never soften; 
If you ask me how it is endured, I will reply, 
through duty. 

Victor Hugo's hotne is situated in the most lovely, 
spot that ever landscape painter dreamed of. 
Placed upon a hight, it overlooks the city, the fort 
and that immense horizon of the sea where noth- 
ing seems to trammel the flight of even genius it- 
self. The house is celebrated in Guernsey, where 
it excites lively curiosity. Wonders are related of 
it, enhanced by the mystery overhanging a thresh- 
old till now never crossed by the Guernsey world ; 
it is said to contain furniture worthy of an en- 
chanter's palace. 

The apartments and galleries have been en- 
tirely constructed from designs by Victor Hugo ; 
he passed three years in drawing them. The 
rarest curiosities, such as carved oak belonging 
to the middle ages, and the Reiuxiasance, with en- 
amels, porcelain gathered together and arranged, 
in the most masterly manner, mingle with Vene- 
tian and Florlntine wonders. The house within — 
for externally it presents the frigid aspect peculiar 
to English houses — is a work of art, the materials 
of which are master-pieces also. I will describe the 
house, which is to reveal the master, who, indeed, 
reveals himself by the mottoes and devices traced 
upon the walls and furniture. Victor Hugo, who 
loves to live in the past, has a mania for antique 
furniture. If we now raise ruins and rebuild edi- 
fices according to the laws of their primitive con- 
struction ; if we reframe inscriptions, restore stat- 
uary and basso relievo, wa should remember that 
Noire Dame de Paris, and the Voyage sitr let 
bords du Rhin helped us to do so, by giving us the 
rudiments of our science. 

Victor Hugo's house is entered by a vestibule, 
the construction of which immediately arrests the 
eye. On the upper lintel is a basso-relievo, repre- 
senting the principal subject of Notre Dame de 
Paris, and which is gilded and painted. The ef- 
fect is charming : beauty seems to welcome you at 
the very entrance. T/ie basso-relievo, is accompan- 
ied by glass windows with embossed panes, such as 
are to be found in the cottages of the Black Forest. 
On the right and left, in.carved oak,are two medal- 
ions, left by David, after Victor Hugo and his sec- 
ond daughter. A column in the purest style of 
the Renaissance supports this entire mass, and adds 
still more to the tranquil simplicity and severity 
which mark the entrance. 

This vestibule is lighted by the softened rays 
which penetrate the small squares of coarse glass, 
forming a chiar' oseuro, such as Rembrandt loved. 
In this soft light a monumental door is visible, that 
of the dining-room. On a panel is written: 



